One would not dare to think by day.
Ah, if you came to me to-night

These visions would be turned to naughty
These hateful dreams he held at bay!

But you are far, and Loneliness

My only lover through the night;
And not for any word or prayer

Would you console my loneliness

Or lend yourself, serene and slight,
And the cool clusters of your hair.

All through the night I long for you,

As shipwrecked men in tropics yearn
For the fresh flow of streams and spring*

My fevered fancies follow you

As dying men in deserts turn

Their thoughts to clear and chilly things

Such dreams are mine, and such my thirst*

Unceasing and unsatisfied,

Until the night is burnt away
Among these dreams and fevered thirst,

And, through the open doorways, glide

The white feet of the coming day.